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to offend him is to throw any slight on his sister. I should
have thought even you would have realised that by this
time. Another thing. Let me tell you that when you ask
Elsie Dillworth you're not asking rag-tag and bobtaiL You're
asking a remarkable woman, one you'll be damned lucky to
get to any of your shows in a few years' time. I issued that
invitation, and it stands."

Theo could have got up and applauded as he heard Dan
utter these words, saw his stubborn chin thrust itself out, and
watched his closed fist come down on the blotter. Even
George Satterfield seemed for a moment non-plussed; but
only for a moment. " What she is now/' he cried, " is one
thing, and I'm not all impressed by fiddling like you are.
What I'm talking about is what she once was, and that's as
well known to you as to me. And to many others. Are we
to ask some of the best-known women in Manchester,
respectable married women, to meet a young------"

Dan Dunkerley had risen in his wrath. His eyes were
blazing. " Silence ! " he thundered. " I will not hear you."

Satterfield looked at him in amazement, and Theo, too,
who had always considered him to be at best an industrious
and obstinate man, was surprised at his tone and air of
authority. Many were to know it later.

Satterfield hesitated for a moment, but was overcome by
the threat that hung palpably in the air. It was from
this time that there was one final and unquestionable
authority in Dunkerley Publications. Dan's face, which had
reddened with his anger, slowly paled. He asked : "Is there
anything else, George ? "

"No, I don't think so, unless about hiring those new
hoardings."

" Very well. I leave that to you. Settle it for yourself."
He remained standing till George Satterfield had left the
room, then sat down and said: " Now, Ckrystal, we'll have
some tea sent up here to fortify us for our tour."

Even on so formal an occasion, and one to him so
momentous, Daniel Dunkerley would not wear the uniform
of well-dressed men of his time. Agnes, sitting on his right
hand, thought that this gave him distinction. She remem-
bered how, years before, at that dance in the Athenaeum,